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THE FINISHING TOUCHES. 


“Thank goodness the arrangements for the publication of the ‘CunisTMas Houipays’ are now nearly complete, and, speaking for Tottie, Lardi and 


myself, I must say we are nearly exhausted. As regards Poor Pa, it is hard to say what his condition really is, for, having converted himself into a sort 
of ‘taster, he has done nothing during the last week but sample ‘Wassail,’ with the result that he has had to be conveyed home nightly on a wheelbarrow dead 
tired, he says, but dead drunk, as Ma puts it. However, with careful handling, we hope to make him at least presentable by Monday next.”—Tvotste. 


THE DANGERS OF THE ROAD. CLEMENTINE — ? 


—_—— 


In the latter part of 1882, the attention of the police of 
Béziers, an ancient town in the South of France, was drawn 
to the remarkable proceedings of a certain disreputable old 
woman, known br the nickname of La TJatibole. 

This person, otherwise Mother Blanc, one-eyed, hideous, 
equalid and miserably poor, suddenly appeared in gorgeous 
attire and ablaze with jewels, powdered and painted, in the 
public promenades and at ihe concerts and theatre. A 
number of large robberies having, during 1883, occurred in 
the neighbourhood, cansed the police to suspect that sha 
had received some of the stolen goods, and they searched 
her house. They found there a number of very valuable 
articles, but none of them were those they possessed a 
description of. What she had, she eaid, were presents from 
an admirer, M. Durand. an old gentleman of seventy, a 
retired tax-collector. When poor Monsieur Durand was 
summoned to the police office, he had a curious tale to tell. 

In May, 1882, La Zatihole informed him that a young 
girl, in whom she was interested, had just come into a for- 
tune, left by a distant relative living at Grenoble—that is to 
say, she would come into it directly, only she required some 
money to go there, a matter of eight pounds. The young 
girl, Clementine C , had, she said, an aunt still living at 
Grenoble, who was the abbess of a convent, to which her 
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1. The other morning, while out for his regular 2. A few evenings previously. Drawing himself up 3. Is doubtful; but directly he had risen and 


“constitutional,” who should our friend Jumpkins rracefully, Jumpkins waited her coming. and then to attempted to address the girl of his heart, the latter % ‘ @ : 
= espy in the distance but the identical charming girl fall at her feet was the work of a minute. Whetherour = youny lady, with a shriek, fled from the spot, leaving rents had doomed her for life, owing to her having fallen in 
whom he was so gone on at the De Winton’s Ball— hero's position was brought about by hisown free will—- | Jumpkins dejected and begrimed on the pavement. ove with'a young man of whom they had disapproved. This , 
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had happened twenty-five years ago, and uo more had been heard 
of the young man, who, broken-hearted, had sailed for America, 80 
why, asked La Tatibole, should M. Durand not turn up as the long 
lost one, and write to say how happy he was to interest himself in 
the fortunes of the niece of her whom he had loved and lost. The 
abbess, thus appealed to, could not refuse to repay the debt of 
hononr. Weakly poor M. Durand handed over his eight pounds 
and wrote a letter to the abbess, signed with the young mans 
name, * André,” 

A few davs later he received, through La Tatibole, two long 
letters of fervent thanks from the aunt and niece. Many letter- 
followed, and those of the niece gradually assumed a tender tone, 
which went stramht to the ancient tax-colleetor's heart, He fell in 
love with and proposed marriage to the Pair Unknown, Sheaceepted 
his suit, and would have joined him.at once, but the lawyers 
refused to yo on with her case without more funds. He sent them, 
throuch Le Tatibole, a bit ata time, as needed, £100 in six Weeks. 

La Tatibole, astickler for the proprieties, thougat the meetin 
had better not take place at Beziers, where the old gentleman's 
reputation was none too high, but at Vichy. There they would be 
meurried, and there he furnished sumptuously a suite of apartments 
for Clementine’s reception, He waited a for.night, and ther: heard 
that her father had suddenly died iu a remote part of the country, 
aud she had gone to his funeral. 

Poor old Taxes came home again and waited still, and at length 
Paris was fixed on forthe interview. Thither he, La Tatibole and 
a young man and woman, ber relations, repaired at his expense, 
but Clementine did not arrive. More legal troubles followed, and 
more money was advanced. At last, oh, joy ! all was settled. This 
time she was coming to Beziers itself. Wild with delight, he fur- 
nished some apartments in the most superb manner, having allsent 
direct from Paris. 

At this period the police interfered, and the whole fraud was 
exposed, The letters were all forgeries, The money had all gone 
into the pockets of La Jutihole and her accomplices, The abbess 
wasa myth; the father a fabricatiou, Tiere never had been any 
Clementine at all ! 


* * * * * * 
; ; Then that curly thing at the end of the title,” lisped Alexandry, 
“that 2 "— 
“ Meant query,” said Billiam. 
“Werry queery, iudeed !" lisped Alexandry, 
(Newt weer, * Heresy.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
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*,* Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclosea stamped enrelape large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Wo not inclose loose stamps, 


Thank you, Mr. J.G. ANDREWS. for the “ murphy" which you 
send, SLOPER, as you know, COLLECTOR, Would not wilfully 
offend, Sumewhat awkward for you, VREDDIE, You are rather 
ina hole, 
soul, You are being swindled, LopGer. Buy a proper pair of 
scales, Sorry, ROWLAND, but we're not in Want of any fairy tales. 
Thank you, PIG, for chatty letter, You are really qond indeed, 
Much obliar:?, Miss Wopetown, you hare really proced a friend 
in need, We are fattercd by the offer Which A Cautious 
TRAINER makes, But we must decline with thanks, for SLOPER'S 
seen enough of snakes, We're no apace for sketches, ITAMMOND, 
Or for verses, LATTLE SUB, Thank you, FARMER, tor your offer, 
We ean do with one or two, Such a course of conduct, SIM, would 
Tand you inthe pris deck, Bravo, WVUL, your show was grand ; 
Undoubtedly you“ tovk the knock.” 
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“ALLY SLOPERS HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Cireatation of any Illustrated Papcr in the World, 


Forwarded to any Part of the United Kingdom, Continent, Canada, 
and United States of America, post-free: 
3 Months, 1s. 8d ; 6 Months, 3s. 3d. 12 Months, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or 1.0.0.8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
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Weekly Contents Bills will ov sent postefree to Newsagents 
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PARIS. 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
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PARIS AGENCY, 22 Rue De LA BANQUE. 

will be paid to the next-of-hin of any Man, Woman, Biy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted), whe shall happen to meet 
with his or her death in a Railway Accident, in any part of the 
United Kingdom, PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of “ ALLY 
SLOPER's TIALF-HoLIDAY” be found upon the Deceased at the 
time of the Accident, “ALLY SLoper’s HALF - HOLIDAY” ts 
published throughout the United Kingdom every Thursday morn- 


ing at 8 a'clock, and the Insurance lasts one week from that 
time, exviring at 8 o'clock the following Thursday morning. 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


—— 


“Was he a proud man?” I should think he was! Rayther! 
Just so! He held his head so high that he busted his front braces 
every day rez’ler, and had to have ‘em made of bankers’ clerks’ 
chains, The only time he was ever run in was once behind the 
scenes at the ‘lriv.’ He actually took up a fireman's axe and 
chopped two feet of muslin off a poor ballet, girl's skirt, simply 
because she dared to wink the other eye at him, ‘cos she mistook 
him for her own particular.” 4 « 

* 


TALL and stately and haughty was he, And they said to her, 
his ownest, double breasted, faithfullest, * Tell us now what he is!” 
And with heaving breast and sparkling ankleand flashing eyebrow 
she answered, “He has something to do with the army.” “No, he 
wasn't exactly told off to command in the next Afghan campaign, 
He had something to do with thearmy, Every day he brought the 
skewered viand round to the barracks for the benefit of the ser- 
geants’ mess—tortuiseshell tom. 

zs * 
® 
"TIS true that smokeless powder may 
Much benefit bege: ; : 
jut what is needed most to-day 
Is the smokeless cigarette, 
s * 


Tle went toa chamber concert, and not being a fiver at music, 
sat in patient expectation while they went through nocturnes, 
themes, quintettes of strings, fantasias and sonatas, and then, as he 
subsequently informed a pal, with whom he discussed the best 
earned drink he had ever had in his “natural.” “just as they left 
off tuning up the bally tiddles and things, every ody cleared out 
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and the show was over! — 
* 


THE boy who doesn’t love his mother never comes toa good end. 
Years ago Johnnie Joskins used to amuse himself by pea shooting 
out of the kitchen window and using the darns in his fond mother’s 
black worsted stockings by way of targets. He now makes a 

rfect pile at armour-plated targets for naval gun practice. He 
seeps a splendid mansion and subscribes largely to the “ Society 
for the Supervision and Protection of the Extra Lady, and for the 
Furtherance of Exporting Cheap Port Wine and Currant Buns to 
those Resiaing Ont of Her Majesty's Dominions,” 


You'd be sure tv like Wim, SAVAGE, he's a very cheery | 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY: 
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FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No, 397.—The * Lifebout " Costume. 


“You spurn my suit, then, Miss Maria?” 

“ Indeed, no, Sir Timothy ! ‘tis befitting your 
rank, and I rather like it; but I feel I could 
never love tlhe wearer.” 


The man who carries every- 
thing before him. 


Mistress. Can't let me wear this hat 
again! What do you mean? 
Maid, Why, you arranged to let me 


“Poor dear little thing! This is 
the first ball after her marriage, and 
she ia wondering why partners are | have your left-off things, and the last 
80 very tnuch more difficult to secure | bonnet you gave me was too shabby to 
than heretofore,” j wear, 
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| 
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(Saturday, December®5, 1891. 


“1 Go on,” eaid the Old 'Un, misquoting as per usual, “with the 
even tenor of my way.” Then McGooseley smiled, “1 don't know 
about you going on with a tenor or a baritone, for the matter of 
that ; yet | saw you yesterday going on in the Strand with that swect 
little poppety friend of Tootsie's that’s in the * Variety ° chorus, and 
it seemed to me that you were on a@ little, too, But as to tenners 
—let alone fivers—but we're getting mixed.” Storer frowned. 
“ McGooseley, a truce to this badinage—stand the next.” 


s 
ConTINUING this sweet recita!, SLOPER remarked, “ McGooseicy, 
you don't know what a friend is—a true triend—when you meet 
him—you never know when you're well off.” And again the friend 
reparteedled out, “ And you never know when youre weil on!” 
And then an icy coldness ensued that would have frozen the 
buttons off Tovutsie’s new sixteens with tanned tops, 


SInG a song of sixpence, pockets full of rye, 
Vour-and-twenty keyholes dance beture his eye, 
When the door is opened 
His wife begins to sing, 
“Tsn't this a prelty hour to let a fellow in.” 
* 


* . 
Tr’s all very well es ae cheba write and talk about the hardships 
our seainen uged to suffer from in the old days, but there are more 
hard ships inthe British navy now than there ever were ; and if 


' anyone doubts this fact, let him go and knock his head against one 


of our ironclads. 8 
s 


Trate Visitor. Look here, sir, this account of my career in your 


| paper is purely imaginary, aud 1 cannot allow such falschood 


respecting me to be promulgated, 
itor. 1f you say another word, sir, I'll tell the truth, the 
whole truth, and nothing but the truth, 
e * [ Visitor retires in silence. 
* 


“THE legal profession has its jewels,” the Q.C. grandiloquently 
remarked to Mrs. Hickory Whittler at dinner, And the Indy 
replied, “ That's so—seein’ as how you lawvers get hold of the 
oyster pretty regular; guess you oughter find a few pearls !—say ?” 

s* 


“WHERE are you going, my pretty maid?” 
“To milk my brindle, sir,” she said. 
“May I go, too, my pretty maid?” 
“The cow might eat you, sir,” she said. 


“ Evidently fond of turnip heads,” murmured the Wreck, as he 
read the above. ad 


FRIVOLITY is the besetting sin of the common law, garden, 
chump_ headed, ought-to-be aged idiot. The most frivolous 
married man that ever lived was he who stole his mother-in-law's 
crinolette, painted himself all over with cochineal, yot inside thst 
crinolette for a cage and invited all his friends to come and see him 
us“The Patent led Fire Escaped Red Man from the Southery 
Seas.” ae 


THEY were looking ata petrified froz,and Professor Sordust was 
preparing to deliver a learned dissertation upon it, when young 
Spitfles upset all his arrangements by exclaiming, “By Jove! le 
died hard, didn’t he?” * 

“You are sure this is good ale, landlord?” asked the customer, 
doubtfully. “Oh, ay! You may drink it till ye bust and it wunna 
iurt se,” said the country landlord, enthusiastically. 


= 
HE praised her lovely golden hair, 
Aud eyes of mournful grey, 

But when he asked her to be his, 
She firmly said, “Nay, nay !” 
He now declares those eyes of grey 

Don't match, and that her head 
Of iovely, shining, golden hair 
Isa “dirty shade of red.” 
* 


* 
“WHAT will you send me for a Christmas present?” whisper a 
Belinda Bladder to her up-to-date betrothed, And the U.-to-D. h. 
replied, “I will give you myseli, my ownest,” whereon the blushing 


; Belinda rejoined, “No, thanks; we have so many geese scent us al 


Christmas. *.* 
Stern Constable. Come along o’ me, young genelman, I shall have 
to charge you. 
Gilded Youth, All ri’, Bobby. 
Will half a quid cover it? 
[Hands orer cvin and is helped into cab. 
es * 


How much going to charge me? 


= 

THERE are more fish in the sea than ever came out of it, andl 
there are more tails of red herrings chewed outside the * Blue Vig - 
of a morning, to get up an appetite for the first gin and Ditters 
than are ever to be seen on all the stalls from the New Cut to 
t'otherest end of the Whitechapel Road. 


= 
Jos had a score of wretched pains 
O’er which to wail and moan, 
But he was spared the woes of him 
Who rents a telephone ! 


id 
“OH, this is nice!” said she, looking at baby's souvenir hook. 
“ Baby's first tooth, baby’s first step, baby's first word——1 wonder 
if they leave a space for his last word?” “Oh, ne!” replied he: 
“there's no necessity for that. He's a man child, so hell never 


have it.” * 
* 


At Sloper's Island Station. 

Ally. Look here, station master, the trains on this line are a per: 
fect note Here, I've been nearly an hour getting down trem 
Victoria. ' 

Long Suffering Station Master. Well, sir, if you dont like it, it's 
a ne you don't walk. : 

‘Ally, 1 would, only I should have such a thundering long time 
to wait for my parcels, and you would hardly expect me lo carry 
them as well. ** 


“Hompn!" ejaculated Jobbler, “I fancy I’ve got the teoth- 
ache!” “1 don't think so,” said Smith, who has had it; “ youd 
be sure if you had.” ag 

* 

You cannot cure ham with a hammer, 
Nor measure a dram with a drama, 
Stew plumbs with a plumber, 
Do sums with a summer, 
Nor yet sheer @ rai with a rammer! 
s * 


= 
“How did Jingle make his fortune?” inquired Roker.“ Sellins 
engagement rings,” said Footer, “Go on !” exelaimed Reker. 
“Tt'sa fact. He was the inventor of the pian of selling a Bis, rings 
with a £4 label attached to it.” « « 
* 


“ Aq! my lad,” said thekindly old gentleman to young Veripha-t. 
“no doubt you enjoy yourself your own way, but keeping the iate 
hours you do, you are compelled to rise proportionately late, and 
are, therefore, ignorant of the exquisite beauties of the sunrise, the 
freshness of the bracing morning air, the—oh, you can't imagine 
the delight of being upat five o'clock inthe morning.” “Can't 1? 
responded, Veriphast. “Hasn't it ever occurred to you, that one can 
keep up all night and enjoy all the pleasures you name on the way 
home in the morning?” The old gentleman said it had never 
struck him that way before ; and so impressed was he with the iden, 
that he at once decided to make a night of it, in order to enjoy the 
beauties of the morn withont the trouble of getting up err’. 


baat ht 


Saturday, December 5, 1891.) 
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TOOTSIE AT THE PAV. 


—— 


“Wo came after Solomon?” asked the straight nosed lady 
teacher, “Lt Know, miss,” cried the little girl at the bottom of the 
form, “The Queen of Sheba, 
with a long train.” 

In the same way, or nearly, 
the strong ladies come after the 
strong men 
(among whom 
there is a gentle- 
man of the name 
of Sandow, of 
whom I am pas- 


sionately fond), 
and one strong 
woman brings 


many; therefore, 
the Little Magnet 
draws delighted 
mobs to the 
up to date Al- 
hambra, 

The Dook 
Snook says, when 
a boy, he was 
bathing in one of 
the Hampstead 
Ponds, and an 
electric eel stung 
him on the toe 
and raised a blis- 
ter on the back of 
the head, burning 
off a lumpof hair ; 
but, when he went home, his mother said he had been playing with 
fireworks, and gave him toko, proper. 

A recent writerinthe Globe has quoted many strange and curious 
cases of magnetism. Once there was an “electric girl,” azed thir- 
teen, who did wonders at drawing room entertainments, but, unfor- 
tunately, the electric properties deserted her just at the very 
moment some scientific parties came to give her a big advertise- , 
ment, Also, there was a “ magnetic boy,” who gave you the jumps 
when you touched him. He used to stand ona bit of carpet, and 
acelebrated doctor said that “electricity might be developed by 
the horny soles of the boy’s feet rubbing on the carpet, as, in a dry 
Canadian winter, it is possible to charge one’s self in this way, and 
to light the gas by means of a tiny spark from the tip of one’s 
finger.” If ever the weather here becomes settled, Poor Pa says 
Alexandry shall be 
thus utilized and let 
out by the hour, 

The same writer 
speaks of negroes, 
who emitted sparks, 
and an electric cow 
that jumped and 
bellowed. We have 
an electric — plated 
cow wt home on the 
top of a butter-dish, 


e 


‘Tootsie and Sandow, 


wiich hitherto has 
proved harmless. 
Also, it seems, in 


South America there 
is an electric hairy 
caterpillar, that could 
easily blow a garden 
roller to bits, or 
wind the party 
usins it round the 
iardle, 

Tne electric, mag- 
neice phenomena 
ttre, atver all, though, 
perhaps but a 
pissing craze, 
and at the London 
Pavilion we — find 
other — attractions 
provided, For.most 
siands Dan Leno, 
the most irresistibly 
comic of comed 
merchants, who, mich his detective camera, causes yells of laughter. 
Lessie Bellwood, an enurmous favourite at the Pav., has a new 
sung, called “ts {rish,” which delights her old friends, and 
her * Wot cher, "Ria?" is 2 poem that fetches oneand all. Rowley, 
too, has an Irish song with a grand chorus, G. H. Macdermott 
is in good form, and warbles of Lord Randolph Churchill with 
great success, 

flarry Pleon has hit upon a good idea. He gives us the 
way that Henry Irving might sing “ Hi-tiddley-hi-ti,” and 
Din Leno act Richard III. His burlesque impersonations are 
extraordinary clever and comic, and are received with unbounded 
applause, Fannie Leslie must be doing well on the music 
hull stage, She gets a tremendous ovation every night. Ada 
Reeve sings admirably a song about the little word “ Yes,” and in 
her impersonation of a “tom-boy” is very charming. Howard 
Reynolds’ cornet solos 
seem to find favour with 
the audience. Eunice 
Vance gives some clever 
character. songs. “The 
Kofee Kan Brothers,” 
otherwise Brown, New- 
land and Leclerq, are very 
droll, aud their turn in the 
programme goes with a 
yell, Kate Chard gives us 
“ Killarney” very prettily. 

Mr. Jolly John Nash 
seems as jolly as ever, and 
has some very good songs 
in his budget. Mr. Her- 
bert Campbell, too, has a 
good selection, well suited 
to his quietly droll style. 
Alice Leamer and Flo Bil- 
ton come in for their share 
of cheers, and are as be- 
witching as they make’em, 
Arthur Tinsley. F.0.S., 
proves himself worthy of 
the “Award” bestowed 
upon him (in a lucid in- 
terval) by Poor Pa, 

From what I have re- 
corded, you may feel pretty 
sure that at the Pav., so 
graciously and genially 
governed by Edward 
Swanborough, you will be 
able to spend a very jolly 
evening, But get there in good time, for it is crowded every night. 

Folks who are not in the habit of visiting the Halls are con- 
stintly imagining that on the especial evening of their visit some 
important function or other is on: but, bless you, dears, you know 
better—it is the normal condition of a popular hall, packed until 
there is barely room for peapte te shake their sides in laughter, 
While heaps of laughter provuking things are provided, 


Ada Reeve, 


Woes SS 
ISSA x“°eess 8—= 


t 


if 


THE CRITICAL GIRL. 
THEY met, and afterwards she said 
She liked him very well, 
And it might be better if 
lie were a shade more swell! 


Ne took her to the play one night, 
And felt he'd met his fate ; 

She said she'd had a good time—but 
His hat was not on straight ! 


And after they'd been to a ball, 
With tearful eyes she wrote 

She hada aa time—but, oh !— 
That speck upon his cont ! 


“T love you, dear,” he said at last ; 
The maiden sighed, “1 find 
I love you, too—but, oh! dear me! 
Your necktie’s up behind.” 
eee a 


THE HISTORY OF ENGLAND. 
By A. SLorer, Esq., F.O.M. 
(Being further annotated, enlarged, and generally knocked about.) 
CHAPTER XXIII. 
ELIZABETH. 1553 To 1603. 

ELIZABETH ascended the throne amid great rejoicings, All the 
good Protestants who hadn't been roasted in the last reign toasted 
the health of the Virgin Queen. Nowadays, most Queens are 
elderly matrons, — Still, we have Sarson’s Virgin Vinegar [No 
adds.—ED. }, and there is something being played called Gloriana, 
which was the name given to Elizabeth by her courtiers, 

In the reign of Queen Elizabeth the Irish were thoroughly put 
down by Lord de Grey, Sir Walter Raleigh, and others. One, 
Amyas Sloper, a gentleman serving with Sir Walter Raleigh, was 
remarkable for putting down the Irish, At Smerwich Bay he 
would put down twenty Irishes in a day, lemon included, 

The great thing in Queen Elizabeth's time, when you had 
blewed all your oof, was to go out and find the Spaniards in the 
West Indies. It was considered the right thing, as the Spaniards 
were all Papists—they were heretics—and they had tortured the 
poor Indians to make ‘em get gold. We whopped the Spaniards 
and took the gold. We didn't exactly give it back to the Indians 
who had found it. We were always a little absent minded, 

Shakespeare lived in the reign of Queen Elizabeth. He is called 
the Swan of Avon. Some people say it was because he was so fond 
of going to the “Swan of Avon” (the local “ Blue Pig") that he was 
named after it. Shakespeare was a great man. He was an actor 
too. A good many actors think themselves great men nowadays. 
One of Shakespeare's great friends was Amyas Sloper,who used to 
come round at the back of the Fortune Theatre and occasionally 
ask him if there was such a thing as a tame half a crown kuocking 
about. 

The great event of the reign of Elizabeth was the attempted 
invasion by the Spanish Armada, The Duke of Medina Sidonia 
and a whole host of Spanish and Italian swells made up their minds 
that they would give the English beans, Of course this was very 
wrong of them, as we had always treated them very kindly, and 
only burnt up all their ports and tritles of that sort. 

Amyas Sloper was on board the famous ship Jtecenge. However, 
he was told to go off ina small vessel that Admiral Drake had not 
had time to rig out as a fire ship. Said the Admiral to him, in his 
right merrie way, “Stand thou, dear lad, ou the bowsprit ; turn thy 
red boko towards the nighest galleon and they'll take thy craft, my 
merrie crack, fur the worst fireship that ever sent a galleon tu 
Davy Jones.” 

History often leaves things out; yet Sloper’s nose did a lot of 
good in those days. 


Queen Elizabeth was a great Queen. She was called good Queen 


Bess. She had her cousin, Mary Queen of Scots, beheaded,  Thut 
was a way they had with the Tudors. She didn’t die particularly 
happy. 


Sloper never got the sack from court despite all his vagaries, Iv 
died trom sack, and was buried in the churchyard of St. Barnabas, 
behind the * Blue Pig.” 


——_—_>——_——_ 


PROFESSIONAL FRIENDS. 
No. 7—THE PIANIST. 
IT scorn your “strong men.” Can they show 
Such power of arm and wrist, 
Such energy and power and go 
As our great Piauist? 
His long hair all around him gloats, 
His gleaming eyeball rolls ; 
He comes down on the quaking notes 
Like forte tous of coals. 


Ile plays with all his strength and might, 
No pleasure he can cause ; 

He plays all day, he plays all night, 
His paws can never pause, 

No soothing ripple’s in his run, 
All's fury, force and fuss ; 

When once a piece he has begun 
There is no peace for us, 

To calm and sooth the savage breast— 
Music, we're told, hath charms ; 

With no such gift our friend is blest, 
He's too strong in the arms, 


A BRITISH HERO. 

‘TWAS Saturday evening in the village pub, and the village liars 
were gathered round the bar, striving one against the other to tind 
an “experience” in their supposed past lives to beat the peril of 
the Benrenue disaster. As the clock struck nine, the swing door 
was pushed open and a little blear eyed, weazen faced individual 
sneaked in and called for “halfa go” of gin, He listened for a 
few minutes to the progression of the Ananias competition, then, 
when a lull came in the conversation, remarked— 

“J don’ know nothink 0’ shipwrecks, but | can truthfully say as 
I saved the wreck of a train once.” 

“Teil us about it,” they demanded; and he told them ina 
manner that seemed as if he were half unwilling that his heroic 
deed should be brought out under the glare of the blazing kerosene 
lamp which stood upon the bar, . 

“Tt was jist sich a night as this—bright and clear—and T was 
a-goin’ ‘ome along the railway between Chelsfield an’ Orphiu’ton, 
when, right before me, acrost the rails, lay a great beam, Yus, 
there it was—pale and ghastly as a lifeless body, and, light as it 
appeared, | hadn't got the power t’ move it. Pres ntly I ‘eara a 
rumble an’ a roar, as told me as the night express was thunderin 
down, an’ would soon reach the fatél spot. ‘Bloomy,’ says I, 
‘what ever shall [ do?’ Nearer an’ nearer it approached, till, jist 
as the buffers o' the engin’ was about to strike me, | springs aside, 
places myself between the obstruction and the rails—an’ the train 
tlew on unharmed !” : 

The silence was so great for a moment that one might have 
heard a dew drop. Presently somebody said— 

“What did ye do with the beam?” 

“Never touched it ; but it touched me.” : 

“But,” continued the questioner, “if you couldn't lift it, how in 
the name of all that’s howly did the train vit over it?” 

“Why, don't ve see,” said the weazened little man, as he drained 
his glass and sidled towards the door, “the beam was a moonbeam, 
and L jumped so that the shadow o' my body took its place and—' 

Bang! bang! bang! flew three pewter pots simultaneously, and 
if they had struck the body of the retreating hero there would have 
been aamnch larger stain freseord on the panel of the door than 
that whieh was made by the “bottoms 7 of the black and tin. 


TEDDY’S QUEEN. 


TEDDY. at the crossing in the West End square, ceased for a 
spell to ply his broom aud meditated. 

How heavenly it would be, he thought, to have a father and 
mother, espe- 
cially if they 
lived in a 
swell house 
like those in 
the square— 
to be always 
clean, nicely 
dressed, with 
ponies to ride 
—to wear dif- 
ferent clothes 
in different 
weathers! 
Those — chil- 
dren from No, 
21 seemed to 
have difer- 
ent — clothes 
for every day, 
as they trip- 
ped beaming 
and laughing 
over his 
crossing. — It 
made Teddy's 
heart = swell 
and a lump 
rise in his 
throat to 
compare himself with them, his lot with theirs: to think how 
bright and happy they were; how grimy, tattered, ugly and 
deformed was he. How merry their lot in life always seemed, 
while his share in the good things of this world mainly consisted 
of more kicks than hg'pence, 

Oh, happy children at No. 21! and, oh, that little girl among 
them! What a sweet look was in her eyes! How fair and bright 
and fresh her face, like a rose in summer, still more like one in 
winter! What delight it would be to stroke that sunny, wavy 
hair !—once, only just once, to kiss that sunny face ! 

Teddy forgot his crossing, and began to indulge in day dreams ; 
to picture himself attired in gorgeous raiment, mostly scarlet and 
gold, his crippled leg sound—playing always a hero's part—the 
little girl from No, 21 always being rescued from peril by his 
prowess, always his heroine, his queen; for the little crippled 
crossing-sweeper loved the dainty little aristocrat with the love of 
a child fora child, pure and beautiful as of a flower for a flower, of 
an angel for an angel. 3 

So absorbed he was in his cream, that he forgot to touch his 
forelock to the 
testy old gentle- 
lan who, as a 
rule, bestowed on 
him a frown and 
a copper, so that, 
this time, he got 
only the frown, 

But what cared 
Teddy? For, lo! 
from No. 21, out 
there trooped two 
little girls, two 
lesser boys and 2 
prim young lady, 
their governess, 
Teddy set-to 
sweeping —vigor- 
ously, resolute as 
Raleigh tiat no 
slough should 
smirch his dear 
queen's dainty 
feet. 

Ile stood crect 
as they passed, 
his eyes fixed on 
her face with the 

: mute adoration of 

te aS na devotee on the 

Swnng her clear of the horses, Madonna's. Her 

eyes responded 

with a gentle light that thrilled the crippled little frame with 

ecstasy, Oh, that he could die for her! Thus he re-echoed the 

thoughts of many players in cther parts that had preceded him on 
the world’s stage, 

They were upon his crossing. A scream broke from the governess, 
for helter-skeltcr round the corner dashed a pair of bolting, mad- 
dened horses, a carriage swaying wildly behind them as they tore 
alone, 

Teddy's queen might have saved herself, but chose rather to 
pause to push out of danger ber two little brothers, Shouts and 
screams came from passers-by, for the child seemed doomed, 

The hor-es’ hoofs were almost upon her, Ina second she must 
be trampled down, But, no! for the little cripple had sprung to 
her side, and, summoning every atom of his strength, he swung 
her clear of the horses, and then—down he fell ina huddled heap, 
while the thundering hoofs beat cruelly over him, and the wheels 
broke and mangled his poor, crippled little frame, 

* * * » * * 

Teddy, waking in the hospital ward, looked up and saw bending 
over his pillow the face he had been seeing in his dreams. They 
had told him of the great fuiks who had visited his bedside daily, 
bringing the 
first surgeons 
in the land. 
They had told 
him, impres- 
sively, that he 
had rescued a 
little lady of 
title, Title ! 
Teddy laugh- 
edinhis heart, 
To him she 
was a queen ! 

Again their 
eyes met, 
Hers saw the 
tender light 
in his, and 
then were 
blurred) with 
tears, The 
little cripple 
had never till 
now known 
such rapture, / 
for she wept a 
forhim! Her : 
tiny hand, 
with a touch, 
cool and soft and tender as an angel's caress, smoothed the dank 


hair from his brow, then, gracefully, tenderly bending down, she 
kissed him. : : ’ 

With asich of perfect peace, from Paradise to Paradise the gentle 
little spirit winged its flight. 


Vie stvod erect, 


She wept for him. 


Sketch of the millionaire who buys bis 
pictures at the same establishment that 
supplies Lis furniture, 


Oy¢ Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those 
of her Jriends whose portraits have not yet been inserted. 


TOOTSIE’S FRIENDS. 


LV 


No. 211.—Miss VIOLET FRIEND. 
“Tama willing victim to her charms,” —The Dook Snook. 
“A burning love for Violet doth consume me.” —Lerd Bod. 
“Pain would I plead my suit but fear refusal."—TZhe Hun. Billy. 


(N.B.—Capital is out—at his club. Query: Who has the best 
of it on this occusion, Capital or Labour 7) 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


(Saturday, December 5, 1891. 


LABOUR v. CAPITAL. 


descended from a black woman.” 


Extracts from the Diary of A. SLOPER.—“ Did get my dress-coat out of pawn, 
thanks to Bob; and so to the Empire at night to interview the famous young jug- 
gier, Severus Schaffer ; where did meet my friend H. J. Hitchins, who, at my invita- 
tion, did pay for drinks in the dress circle. and it did please me to gaze on the quality 
there. (1). One vastly pretty creature, who, Hitchius did tell me, was a marchioness 
in her own right, I did smile on, at which she did frown, 0 thought it time to go 
Debind and keep my appointment with the Juggler Schaffer, who, before going on 
the stage, was to give mea taste of his quality. He was right glad to see me, aud 
asked me how I fared. I said [, like most folks, ha? a stubborn cold in the head. 
Then be did hand me a lighted candle to see that there was uo deception in the same, 
but I thought it wus to rub my nose with, at which he did laugh heartily, and did 
take it (tve candle, not my nose) and did balance it in a marvellous way.—(2). But 


THE SILHOUETTE. 


“and this, George, is a portrait of my great-grandma.” “Then, it's 
all off, Julia.” “George! why?” “I'm not going to marry a girl that's 


INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—SEVERUS SCHAFFER. 


“There is no doubt that to fetch the 
chappies, ‘pose’ is the great thing. In 
fact, excuse me, pet, I really cannot resist 
the opportunity — it is quite imposing. 
Don't you wish you could slap me, dear?” 
—Extract from Letter of Young Lady. 


| 
| 


4 


when I assayed to do the like, the tallow did drop in hot gobs in my eye.—(3). 
Then my bottle, gibus and umbrella he did toss about most dexterously, and did 
likewise spin a huge table on a long pole, all of which did greatly divert me; and 1 
told him he must come to our Christmas party and amuse the Family, at which be 
seemed mightily proud. Then he did take a cannon ball of goodly size and much 
weight, and casting it up to a great Leight, did catch it on the back of his ueck. To 
my remarking that it seemel easy, he did say, *Try.’——(4). I did, but only once. 
When I recovered they did put me ina cab, and so home.— (5). Before retiring for 
the night I assayed to balance the kitchen table on the end of a clothes prop, but 
with ill success; and I had to call for my wife, who, poor wretch ! was sitting up for 
me, to release me. She said I was an old fool to try such things at my time 
of life. Which did but show the envious disposition possessed by woman.” 


BUNG COMES OFF SECOND BEST. 


Q). “The time is ripe,” hissed Bnng, “to slay the hnman octopus, for saying 


our paraffin whusky is pison.” 


(2). When he was spurned by the Elder. 


(3). And the Meenister, rnshing to the rescue, said, © That comes o' differing 
in opinion fra’ a pillar o' the Kirk.” 
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OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


beautiful Gavotte, the truth I'll not disguise, Are, in themselves, you'll all confess, a most delight/ur 
prize :—For Solomon and Thomas, gay, their very best have done, And without doubt this clever pair 
the cake have easily won :—And Twopence buys the number, which you please will all remember, Is 
issued to both friend and fue on the Seventh of December—THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


Of our splendid Christmas Number yee some tnformation seek, So I'll make of it the subject 
o; my Whirligig this weck:—And tell you of the wondrous treat that for you is in store 
I hen you look upon the pictures and the clever jokes galore ;—Ail redolent of Christmastide and 
of the ice and snow, Whieh cannot fail to make you feel a pleasurable glow :—The Plate and 


THE REASON. 


SPIAITS 
CAN BE 
OBTAINED 
on 
APPLICATIGN 


ae -—-» 


, (as) 
ONLY FOURPENCE LEFT. 


Old Seroggles. Now, the question is, shall I save it for a 
“oss” to-night, or shall I have a drop of lively and walk 


IN GOOD CONDITION. 
“ Yes, my dear, I think you'll do in about a weck.” 


about all night ? [Lert considering. 

| N 

4 { 
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RATHER NERVOUS. 
WISDOM. Snaffte (on horseback). How is it I never see you riding now, old fellow? I used to meet you so often. Hostess. Why won't you sing, Mr. Shyman ? 
“ My son, never love a cirl for her money, it's wrong ; but never Curb. Well, to tell you the truth, I've been obliged to sell mv horses ta cet mveelf ont of a monetary | Guast, Well—er—the fact is, I only know two songs, “Pop 
love a girl wiclwut money. That's stupid.” difficulty, I had one of them sick iu the spring, aud the vet. sent in his ill last month, you see. gous the Queen " and “ God save the weasel. 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 
= 
HURRAH POR DECEMBER Tr! 

Os Monday nest, the inhabitants of this little world may expect 
tu be shocked, galvanized aud electritied to such an extent, that it 
will tuke the powers of 
atleast a hundred 
“Georgian Magnets" to 
draw them out of the 
stite of stupefaction in 
to which they will, 
doubtless, fall. That 
this is no vain boasting, 
our readers will tind out 
for themselves when on 
Monday next they joy- 
fully peruse the most 
marvellous two- 
peamorth of this or 
any other age, We are 
not vain, we are not 
proud, and we do not 
wish to gull an intelli- 
vent public with a tissue 
of falsehoods in con- 
nection with our Christ- 
mas Number: neither 
do we intend hiding 
our light) under that 
false sense of modesty 
which alone claracter- 
izes the empty boaster, 
we only wish to be 
judged by our work and with a calmness and passiveness which 
only comes with a knowledge of having done one’s duty, we quietly 
await the verdict of a generous public, "Tis true that the Eminent 
has almost crumbled under the stupendous task, and that the 
Battersea undertakers are already beginning to hover round him 
like hawks, ready to pounce upon their prey. But what of that? 
His duty done, he fears not, neither does he weep. But with a 
last supreme effort, he blazons forth the fact that “ ALLY SLOPER'S 
CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS” is published on Monday next, Dec. 7th, 

** 


* 

ACCORDING to Frank Lockwood the law, touching breach of 
promise cases, requires considerable alteration, .\t present, says 
ne, there is no measure of damaze at all, the jury being at liberty 
to asset it at what they like. We most certainly agree with Mr. 
Lockwood, and think with him that there should be no delay in 
amending the law on this subject. British juries are nothing if 
hot capricious, and the consequence is damages are awarded uc- 
cofding to the personal attractions of the plaintilf. 

* 


* 

WE learn from a certain newspaper that angling is beginning to 
find favour with the feminine portion of the community. This is 
news, indeed. We had always 
thought, as anglers, the 
women folk could give 
points and a beating to the 
cutest male fisherman ex- 
tant. Thecunning skill with 
which’ they contrive snares 
to entrap unwary fish, other- 
wise eligible young bache- 
lors, into their nets is proof 
conclusive that our contem- 
porary must be labouring 
uuder a delusion. 


* 

Ir the Star man who laid 
bare the whole trickery con- 
nected with the Abbott show 
at the Alhambra will call in 
at “The  Sloperies,” we 
shall, besides conferring upon 
him, the “ Award of Merit,” 
be pleased to drink his health 
in” Unsweetened ” at his own 
expense. ane 

* 


Ir is stated that, out of 
gratitude, Mrs. Annie Abbott 
has become a life subscriber 
to the Star, and has sent a 
handsome present to the 
young man who has so p-r- 
sistently blazoned her praise. 


s 
LADY Magnets are cropping up here, there and everywhere, to 
the extent of making Mrs. Abbott's hair literally curl with vexation ; 
in fact, at the present moment, the supply is far greater than the 
demand, ** 
+ 


THE Boozy Bencher has this day been graciously pleased to con- 
fer his “ Award of Merit” upon J. P. Grain, because he looked after 
ALLY’s interests at the Old Bailev. “I've been thinking, feyther,” 
babbled the Azure Eyed Law Student, “that as this ‘ere Grain 
seems about as smart as they make ‘em, that it wouldn't be a bad 
idea to make some arrangement to retain his services whenever you 
nre in need of Jegal assistance, You must be pretty well acquainted 
with the inside of the Old Bailey establishment by this time, 
though it must bea pleasing change for you to appear as a pro- 
SPOT * But here the Eminent’; anger overcame his love, and 
once again Alexandry’s pants and the historical gamp need repairs, 

* 


* 

IN spite of the somewhat clumsy manner in which the author 
has haudied his subject, it cannot be denied that Gloriana, a new 
three act 
modern 
light come- 
dy from the 

n ofJames 
Mortimer, 
is far and 
away the 
funniest 
piece to be 
been at 

resent in 

-ondon, 

The idea is 
not exactly 
new, but few 
if any of the 
people who 
go to the 
'; theatre for 
, anevening’s 
amusement, 
will think 
the less of 
. j ; Mr. Mor- 
timer’s sprightly production, becanse a somewhat similar idea con- 
stitutes the plot of one of those Frenchytied hotchpotches in which 
the typical Parisian delights. Many of the situations, and most of 
the dialogue is extremely funny, in fact, from the rise to the final 
fall of the curtain the piece govs to a rippling accompaniment of 
laughter, broken at frequent intervals by boisterous roars of merri- 
ment. Mr. Harry Paulton, Mr. Forbes Dawson, Miss Florence 
West, Miss Georgie Esmond and Miss Lydia Cowell are all capital, 
and their united efforts contribute in no small degree to make 
Gloriana the undoubted hit it is, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY,. 


Ir is a most remarkable and astonishing fact, but it is none the 
less true, that, for the paltry, wholly iusigniticant sum of three 
pence you can obtain a copy of a 
publication guaranteed to take the 
starch out of an Hereditary Grand 
Duke, cause a judge to relapse into 
astmile, and @ county councillor to 
positively hug himself with delight. 
The work in question is the “Judy 
Almanac for 1892," which, besides 
a host of attractive features too 
numerous to mention in the limited 
space at our disposal, contains a 
four-page Extra Supplement — 
“Judy's” Minuct,amost sprightly, 
tuneful piece of music trom the 
pen of Edward Solomon, composer 
of The Nautch Girl, Billee Taylor, 
The Red Hussar, Pickwick, and 
other popular successes. The de- 
lightful strains of this charming 
dance so fascinated the Emineut 
that he drove the usually urbane 
manager of the “Friv.’ nearly 
frantic the other afternoon at 
rehearsal, when he insisted upon 
walking a minuet with every mem- 
ber of the chorus, | 


* 

THE match which has been sar- 
ranged between Frank Slavin aud 
the coloured champion, Peter Jack- 
son, will undoubtedly do much to 
revive the rapidly waning interest 
inthenobleart. It should prove a veritable battle of the giants, as 
there is hardly anything to choose between the men ; and both of 
them are known to be as “straight” as sticks. The contest, which 
is fora purse of £2,000, subscribed by the National Sporting Club, 
willtake place in that palatial building about the latter end of June. 

* 


Sin AuGusTUs HARRIS’ highly successful Autumn Opera 
Season came toa conclusion on the 21st ult., when, by general desire, 
Bizet’s ever delightful opera, Carmen, was performed, with 
Madame Deschamps-Jehin in the title réle, Madlle. Simonnet, 
from the Paris Opera House, as Michaela,and M, Engel as Don José, 
The vast house was crowded to its utmost capacity, and when, at 
the conclusion of the performance, Sir Augustus informed the 
audience that, in consequence of the success already achieved, he 
intended to bring the vovalists of the Paris Opéra Comique again 
to London next year, and also stated that for the regular opera 
season in the summer he had retained some of the best of last 
season’s artistes, besides many first-rate new ones. The welcome 
intelligence was received with a shout of sincere approbation. 


* 

Is cachinnation on the wane? Verily it would seem so, Acele- 
brated novelist is of the opinion that we do not laugh nowadays as 
frequently an : 
heartily as our 
grandfathers did, 
whilst a weekly 
contemporary 
thinks that the 
English have 
grown to be so 
terribly iu earnest 
that they cannot 
see the funny side 
of things, and de- , 
cribes the action 
of a British audi- 
ence at a comic 
play as a melan- 
choly spectacle. |: 
Uhis is, indeed, a 
sad stateof affairs, | 
and the Friend of 
Man would un- . 
doubtedly take it ~ 
to heart, did he 
not know that 
hundreds of thou- 
sands weekly in- 
dulge in boister- 
ous hilarity over 
their Half °’Un SS ; ; 
and feel perfectly assured that millions —yes, millions — wil! 
positively shriek with merriment over the jokes, pictures and 
stories contained in that great publication which will be given to 
the public on December 7th. « 

* 


WE have just received a copy of the English edition of the 
“ Figaro Ilustré,” and have no hesitation in saying thit, in general 
style and get up, it compares favourably with the best of our Xmas 
Annuals. The number, together with three very pretty plates, is 

ublished at 38, Gd., and can be had from Goupil and Co., 116 New 

ond Street, W. * * 

A WELL ‘attended and ‘highly successful Dramatic Recital was 
given last week at the Steinway Hall by those well known pro- 
fessors of elocution, Mr. and Mrs. Samuel Hasluck, when a Mr. 
Bernard Hancock, described as a pupil of Mr. Hasluck, made a 
fairly successful début. ex 


s 

THE Mildewed Microbe and troop pulled up their socks and 
journeyed down east the other evening for the double purpose of 
“knocking 'em” in the Bow Road 
and ying a visit to Marlow’s 
New Palace of Varieties, at which 
popular establishment a capital 
company, including the Sisters 
Gould, Lily Wilford, Vestor (the 
wonderful instrumentalist), Wal. 
Stanley and Arthur West, is engaged. 
The reception accorded was Emi- Coe 
nently _ gratifying, 
and, when, just 
before chucking 
time, the arrival of 
the police stretcher 
at the State entrance 
proclaimed that the 
hour for the depar- 
ture of the illus- 
trious visitors had 
come, there was (. 
searcely a dry eye 
in the honse. 


* 

WowarRD PAUn, 
P.0.8., has just brought out his 
“Komikal- Kalendar for 1892,” in 
excellent form, All the dates are 
boldly expressed, with a capital 
joke under each one. On the face 
of the Calendar it says, “A simile 
for every day in the year, with an 
oceasional laugh.” It is just as 
well, perhaps, to begin the day 
with a cheerful feeling, so, apart from its information, the K.K. 
performs a mission that contributes to the happiness and. hilarity 
vf mankind, Parkins and Gotto sell it for the hunible bob. 


(Saturday, December 5, 1891. 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTs, 


A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING DECEMBER 12TH, 189) 
—~>— 


6th December, 1788.—Richard Harris Barham 
the luguidsby Legeuds,” was born this day, An re an poe of 
to him about the year 1802, which exercised a lasting influence oy... 
his life—the mutilation of his right arm, occasioned by the upset. 
ting of the Dover mail, in which he was travelling on his wae she 
St. Paul's School. Bewildered by the terrific pace of the horses, 
who had taken fright, he thrust his hand from the window for the 
purpose of opening the door, At that moment, the coach turned 
over on its side, pinnin the exposed limb to the ground an 
dragging it a considerable distance over a recently repaired Foad 
As soon as extricated, his shattered arm was hastily bound up, ani 
he was sent on to the school, where, however, he was tenderly 
jrusset, ae in a great ea ene the re of the limb, — 1h 
, “Tappington” still stood with its le en ‘ 
chimneys and blood stained stair. - pam ey 


pr ala ane alae RR RS 

%th December, 1666.—“To the King’s playhouse,” say; 
Pepys, under this date, “and there I sat with my cloak about my 
face and saw the Mayd's Tragedy, the first play | have seen in 
either of the houses since before the great plague. But I was “i 
mighty pain lest I should be seen by anybody to be at the play ‘ 
(The plague seemed to have made it an indecorum to resume visits 
to the theatre very speedily after that terrible visitation.) 


8th December, 1603.—Lady Arabella Stuart, writing this 
day trom ‘Tuiston to her uncle, the Earl of Shrewsbury, says— 
“Whilst I was at Winchester, theare weare certain childe-playes 
remembered by the fayre ladies, viz., ‘J pray my lord give mi a 
course in your park; Rise, pig, and yo; One penny follow m 
ete.’ And when I came to Court, they were as highly in request as 
ever cracking of nuts was. So I was by the Mistress of the 
Revelles not only compelled to play, but, by princely example, to 
play the childe againe. The exercise is Snostly used from ten of 
the clock at night to two or three in the morning.” 


Oth December, 1771.—From the diary of a “shrewd and 
well informed citizen of London,” we read, under this date—“ The 
Jew doctor and other Jews concerned in the murder and robbery 
at Mrs. Hutchins’ at Chelsea, were executed this day at Tyburn. So 
great is the present outcry against this people (the Jews) that it is 
thought they will be totally extirpated from these Kingdoms, by 
an Act, in the ensuing meeting of Parliament.” 


10th December, 1828.—On this day, Mr. J. Symes, of 
Warmiuster, shot in his garden a singular variegated cock sparrow ; 
the head, neck, back and wings beautifully spotted with a diversity 
of colours, white, red, black, brown, etc. ; under the beak and part of 
the breast a resemblance of the starling, and from the breast to 
the tail perfectly white. 


11th December, 1876.—At a meeting at the Court of Com- 
mon Council this day, a report was yescntes by the General 
Purposes Committee which stated that three-quarters of an inch of 
fungi-scrub had been found floating on the top of the largest 
cistern in the Mansion House, the one that supplied all the other 
cisterns used for domestic purposes in the Lord Mayor's official 
residence; that at the bottom of the same cistern three-vights of 
an inch of mud had been found, and that in a bottle of water 
placed on the Lord Mayor's table could be seen hundreds of worms. 


12th December, 1757.—Colley Cibber, ‘a clever actor and 
author, who died this diy, desired to be considered among the men 
a leader of fashion and among the women a beau gargon, His Lord 
Foppington was taken for many years as a model for dress, and that 
hauteur and nonchalance that distinguished the “superior cox- 
combs” of that period he rendered to perfection. The picture of 
him with a stiff embroidered suit of clothes,and loaded with rings, 
muff, clouded cane and snuff-box, is something worth the while ot 
a modern masher to ponder over. 


THE SWEET GIRL GRADUATE. 


AH! sweet girl graduate, once more, 
With dainty tulle and laces, 

There comes our dazzled eves before 
Your gay and girlish graces. 


Let cynics sing with subtle sneer 
About your store of knowledge. 
There’s much you know, ‘twill yet appear, 
That isn’t taught at college. 


You have a trick of glancing eye, 
A smile of roguish daring, 

A little laugh, a simple sigh, 
All for a heart's ensnaring ! 


SHE CARTED HIM! 


THERE were five of them together, and it was getting late. They 
had been drinking. Finally Sosseleombe Hobbs looked at the 
clock, and said, “1 say, boys, what'll our missises say when we get 


me! 

“What'll it matter what they say?" replied Cullender Carson: 
“mine'll tell me to go to the devil, certain.” 

“Tell you what,” suggested Whoseisit Watts: “’spose we mect 
here agin in the mornin’ an’ tell our experiences, an’ the one as as 
refused to do what his old woman tells him stands drinks 1!! 
round and five blows-out at the d-la-mode beef shop ‘crost tlie 
way.” 

“Right you are,” assented one and all. 
went home. : 

Next morning when they met, the relating of the several experi- 
ences proceeded. Mrs, Sosseleombe Hobbs had refused to speak : 
Sosseleombe Hobbs got off swimmingly. Mra. Cullender Carson s 
only remark took the form of a soap dish: Cullender Carson felt 
he wouldn't have to pay. Two other long suttering wives hid 
made no great to-do. Whoseisit Watts already began to look dis- 
consolate. 

“Tt'sa million to one I’ve got to par,” he said; “my old Dutch 
told me to do something none of you would have had the pluck to 
take on.” 

“What was it, Watts?” 

“ She said, ‘It’s you, isit? I s'pose they’ve chucked you out at last. 
so you thought you might as well come home?! Drunken brute - 
Here, I tell you what you'd better do—go to the cistern and drink 
a couple o’ buckets o’ pure water, just to astonish your stomach ! 
I couldn't take that on, sonnies, go it’s me in the chair!” 


And straightway they 


MISUNDERSTOOD. 

ScENE.—A Restaurant near the Law Courts. Discovered, i 
one Compartment, a Mild Old Lady; tn another, ter 
Mysterious Strangers, with Black Bags. F 

First Mysterious Stranger. You'll have to kill the grandfather : 
Mild Old Lady (aside), Oh, dear! 
Sveond M.S. Of course; and the uncles and aunts. 
First M.S. Certainly, then the infant children of the first 
marriage ! 
M. O. L. Good gracious, what hardened wretches ! 
Second M.S, Shall I kill them before the paymaster or the 
registrar. 
First M.S, Oh, you'll have to kill them before the court. 
Seeond M.S. All right, Vi do it on Friday, 
Mild O. L. Yotice! police! , . 
[And it takes a quod deal of explanation to convine’ her 
that her neighhaurs were a solicitor and his avticled 
clerk discussing the method of precing a pedigree. 
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Saturday, December 5, 1891.] 
AUCTIONEERESSES! 


[Feminine auctioneers are now coming into vogue.] 


Cal Onae 
Goins! Gomag TP 


HAVE you heard 
the latest *cal- 


Se CS POLLS For the ladies 

Gove = (pp (pretty dears ')? 

: (! ‘Tis not this time 
appalling, 


Though it may 
involve some 
bawling, 

And some guf- 
aws and some 
cheers ; 

In short, their 
new profession, 
Which upon the 
view appears, 

Is a funny and a 
fresh ‘un; 

47 For, ‘tis said, 
they'll make 

rogression 

If they pose as 
auctioneers ! 

Crying, “Going, 
oing, going— 
Make your bids 
anou— 


Going, going, going, 
Going, going, gone!” 


Now, an auctioneer should patter 
In the glibbest kind of way ; 
Lots of talk on every matter 
Auctioneers should give—and flatter— 
But can ladies do this ?—eh? 
If they can contrive the spouting 
(And re this some have no fears), 
Then, there is no cause for doubting 
That, in spite of fleers and flouting, 
They'll succeed as auctioneers ! 
Crying, “ Going, going, going!” etc. 
es 


PARTED BY AN APPLE. 


I HAD always detested children—always ; but since the incident 
I am about to relate occurred, words cannot express my utter 
joathing, hatred and abhorrence of them. 

You may not be aware, owing to the unexplainable refusal of the 
Society one to chronicle the fact, that I was engaged to pretty 
little Bella Counterfoil, the acknowledged belle of Ball's Pond and 
the eldest daughter and heiress of Stubbleton Counterfoil, Esquire, 
who, having devoted his energies, during the early part of his 
life, to the systematic adul- 
teration of the sugar, coffee 
and tea consumed by the 
nobility and gentry of the 
neighbourhood, had now 
retired upon the enormous 
profits so derived, and settled 
down in luxurious idleness 
and a Quean Anne mansion, 
with all the latest improve- 
ments. 

One evening, when I went 
to make a call upon my 
beloved, [ was induced by 
an old woman, who. said 
that she hadn't tasted food 
for, [think, nearly six weeks, 
to purchase a pennyworth 
ofapples. Instead of advis- 
ing the old lady to exhibit 
her fasting powers at the 
Ayuarium,| foolishly yielded 
to her persuasions, and 
althouzh I really hate apples, handed over the money, put them in 
my pocket and forgot all about them. I was shown into the dining 
room whilst the servant took up my card. Dinner was over, but 
the dessert still remained on the table. Ina couple of minutes, 
however, old Counterfoil came down, and I took off my overcoat 
and followed him into the drawing room. 

| had just managed to get quietly into a corner with Bella, when 
Master Counterfoil,a veritable young prig of seven, burst open the 
door and came runing in with my overcoat in his hand. 

“Oh, look, pa!” ligped the detestable little liar,“‘ 1 pushed against 
Mr. Rumtum’s coat in the hall just now and it tumbled down, and 
all these apples fell out; and, pa, nurse says they're our apples, and 
J think he stole ‘em off the dining room table, don’t you!” 

If a thunderbolt had fallen in our midst, it could not have caused 
a more profound sensation than those few wretched pippins. [ 
tried to explain, but appearances were dead against me. Accus- 
tomed to petty fraud as he was, old Counterfoil could not see the 
absurdity of een pereine me of so paltry an action. The apples were, 
fatally, alike—the same sort exactly ; and—well, there, why say 
more? Counterfoil solemnly cancelled the engagement, Bella 
turned her back on me scornfully, the children laughed, the 
servants grinned and I left the house with my heart broken, my 
prospects of marrying a wealthy wife blighted, iit with a firm and 
solemn determination to found a society for the wholesale exter- 
mination of young children, 

ee a 


GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.” 
No. 23.—Torsy LATouR, 


THOUGH flirtation, by golly ! 
IIas long made me jolly, 
I'll banish the folly 

Of giddy amour: 
For my love is requited, 
My troth has been plighted, 
I'll soon be united 

With Topsy Latour! 


No donbt you will wonder. 
Dear friends, how in thunder 
She'll “stand” such a blunder- 
Ing, ignorant boor: 
But Pil gain erudition 
In manners patrician 
Lencath the tuition 
Of Topsy Latour! 


I'm of madness suspected, 
Because I've selected 
This girl, and rejected 

Fair ladies less poor: 
But [ain't got no tile off! 
More rich than the “ pile” of 
A Jew is the smile of 

Sweet Topsy Latour! 


—_—_>—__—_—— 


CERTAINLY. 


“Youne Jinks is in the navy, 
they tell me,” said Bloggs. “ Do 
you know what he is?” “Able seaman, I believe,” answered 
Sharpshins, “Oh, I thought he was a schoolmaster!” “ Well, 
that isan A BC man, isn't it?” eaid Sharpshins, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY:. 


THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


— 
MANCHESTER, Vorember 21th, 1891. 


SLOPER’S VAGARIES. 
BECOMES AN ORACLE AND lOINTS OUT THE 
PatH TO Perrect FELICITY. 
WHEN SLOPER advertised that he 
Would give his sapient counsel, free, 
To all who in distress might be, 

The first who, sore perplexed, 
Came round to crave advice, was one 
Whose wife away from him had run ; 
And ALLY cried, “ Cheer up, old son, 

And wait till Monday next!" 


The second said he'd chanced to fall 

Deep, deep in love. while in a stall 

He eat and heard Zhe Trumpet Call; 
But charming Clara Jecks'd 

Refused his hand. “ You stupid fool, 

Your burning love will soon grow cool,” 

Exclaimed the Friend of Man, “if you'll 
But wait till Monday next!” 


A third poor wight, in piteous plight, 
Assured the Fountain of Delight 
That him a chronic state of fright- 

Ful hy pochondria vexed. 
The Smithy smiled. “Take heart, sir, do! 
Your doldrums and your demons blue 
Will mighty soon vamoose, if you 

Will wait till Monday next!” 


A fourth had met 1 bankrupt’s fate ; 
And unto him said Pinguidpate, 
“Thy heart may yet be blithe, elate 
And jovial, if thou check st 
For some few days thy grief profuse, 
And from thy assets grab'st a ‘deuce’ 
To put to thine especial use 
On Monday morning next 
Thereafter, to the Dotard’s door 
Came wild inquirers by the score, 
Who various kinds of sorrow bore ; 
And still the glorious text, 
From which the bounteous Barber's Pole 
A sermon preached that knocked the dole- 
Ful feelings out of every soul, 
Was, “WAIT TILL MONDAY NEXT!” 


TW oOoPENCE. 
Post free, Threepence. 


READY MONDAY NEXT, DECEMBER 7th, 


ALLY SLOPER’'S CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS. 
100 


ORIGINAL PICTURES NEVER BEFORE PUBLISHED, 
AND A CHARMING DANCE, 


THE “FRIV.” GAVOTTE, 


Specially written for this Number by EDWARD SOLOMON, com poser 
of “ The Nautch Girl,” ete., ete. 


No. 90.—Hr 


Amongst many other attractions will be found 
A CARTOON, BY W. F. THuMAs, 


A CHRISTMAS GHOST, 


A LARGE DRAWING, BY Hat LUDLOW, 


BOXING NIGHT AT THE “FRIV.,” 


AND A DOUBLE PAGE PLATE, BY W. F. THOMAS, 


SLOPER’S CHRISTMAS PARTY. 
TWENTY PAGES of ORIGINAL PICTURES, READING and MUSIC 


never before published, 


TWOPENCE. 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, E.C. 


DREAR DECEMBER. 


OF sisters twelve, eleven have passed 
From Time’s control and keeping, 

And now, of sistera twelve, the last 
Through-Time’s domain is creeping. 

And she is grim and gaunt withal, 
And big with storms unsightly, 

And darkness, like a burial pall, 
Enshrouds her daily, nightly : 

Till. as she threads her stern career, 
We say, with hearts grown weary, 

Of all the daughters of the year 
There's none so dull and dreary. 


We therefore execrate and flout 
The surly, sour old creature, 
Until we find she's not without 
Her grand redeeming feature, 
For, ere the vixen’s gone, we mark 
That to our home she’s bringing 
A bluff old, gruff old Patriarch, 
Guffawing, dancing, singing ! 
And loud we vow, while Yule is here, 
That, though December's dreary, 
Of all the danghters of the year 
There's none so blithe and cheery. 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 

Why is Mr. Irving doing a paradoxical thing fin 
Henry the Eighth ?—Because it’s impossible to hear any 
at the Lyceum. 

WHat is the difference between a chemist and Mra. Besant ?— 
One has red precipitate ; the other has read precipitate-ed letters. 

“SoLE Purveyors” to ALLY SLoPER, Esc uire—The firm that 
supplies His Illustrious Beakship’s beetlecrushers, : 

Pa Rapox.—The Sailor's Knot, though a Pettitt triumph, is any- 
thing but a petty triumph. : ; 

GENERAL Bootn recently migrated from England like a bird. 
Can it be that he isa bird of pray? 

THE GENUINE POLICE STATION— Degu-station in cookie’s 
kitchen. ; . ; j 

“ ALL alone, Czar?” said SLOPER, on paying his recent historic:l 
visit.  “Hanl a loan, Sroper!” replied the Emperoyvitehshi. 
“ Beodaki! it’s justiskoff what ld like to.” 


rrodneing 
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SLOPER'S SELEOT LIBRARY. 
A TERRIBLE VENGEANCE. 


(A RoMANCE OF LovE AND MouNey.) 
EEE 
CHAPTER VI.—( Continued.) 

As regarded the pump, a new well was declarcd to be absolutely 
necessary, and six Irishmen, two of whom were Parnellites anl 
four anti-Par- 
nellites, came 
and dug all 
day in the in- 
tervals when 
they were not 
fighting with 
each other on 
the subject of 
Home Rule. 

Their inter- 
vals of dig- 
ging were 
much less fre- 
her ian 
their periods 
of fighting, 
and one day 
the warfare 
was 80 violent, 
that eighteen 
policemen 
marched into 
the Joneses’ 
premises and 
hauled the 
Irishmen off 
to prison. 
Then the 
Jones family 
had to appear 
in court and 
give evidence ; q 
and the prisoners in the dock swore a treaty of peace one with 
another, and formed a union against the common enemy, the 
witnesses, The result was that the Jones family were subjected 
to much bad language, and felt sorrowful and sad as they retired 
from the precincts of the halls of justice. 

Other sons of Erin came and continued to dig, and, when they 
struck water, there was too much of it, and it overflowed over the 
premises and into the neighbours’ cellars, and actions for damages 
to properties were threatened on all hands. 

But at last the operations were finished, and the workmen 
departed, leaving a hideous scar of whitelime all over the neigh- 
bourhood, and a new horror commenced. Everything had to be 
tested. Ten or twelve hogsheads of peppermint were poured down 
the pipes at all parts, and smoke-rockets by the gross were burned 
in the drains till all was declared complete. 

Then one day a solitary figure was shown into Joneses’ sitting 
room. He wore a slonched hat and a long cloak. As he 
approached Jones, he held forward a piece of paper. As Mr. Jones 
luoked on the paper, his jaw fell. P 

“What, oh | what is the matter, Jones, dear?” exclaimed Mrs. 
Jones, as she saw her 
husband pale. 

“Great Jehosha- 
phat!” yelled Jones, 
“it is the plumber’s 
bill, and such a bill! 
—two thousand nine 
hundred pounds, six 
shillings and five- 
pence.” 

“What!” shrieked 
Mrs. Jones, “two 
thousand and_ nine 
—Oh, this is too 
much!’ and she faint- 
ed in the coal-scuttle. 

“Itisa darned sight 
too much! What 
means this charge?” 

“It means that I 
mean to be paid,” re- 
marked the stronger. 

“But it will ruin 
me!” said Jones, 

“That is what I de- 
sire to do,” said the 
stranger, as he cast 
aside the cloak and 
slouched hat. 

“George Barnwell 
Robertson ! " shrieked 
Mrs. Jones from the 
interior of the coal- 
scuttle. 

sf me George Barn- 
well Robertson, whose young affections you blighted; you know 
Ine now. 

“Spare us!” moaned Mrs, Jones. 

“Never! said G. B. R,, fiercely. “I swore to be avenged, and | 
have kept my word. The day after you scorned my love | left the 
village. I studied the practical side of sanitary science. Under an 
assumed name | opened a first class plumbing business in the 
neighbouring town, | studied the germ theory, and, as a lecturer, 
I organized the microbe scare, Your house is now free from all 
possibility of microbes, but this bill has to be paid.” 

“Paid! it is impossible!” 

“Tt must be paid.” 

“But | have not money enough to meet the demand,” said Jones. 

“1 have nothing to doe with that. If you do not pay, you know 
the consequences,” said G. 3. R., as he stalked from the apartment, 


A solitary figure. 


Cast aside the cloak and slouched hat. 


* oe * * » * 
The proceedings in the Bankruptcy Court, were prolonged but 
effective, The Joneses were driven from their once happy hone, 


J and are now residing in lowly premises, on the outer walls of 


Stalked from the apartment. 
which hangs a legend, “A mangle kept here.” Jones is the motive 
power of the mangle, and Mrs, Jones is general manager of the 
establishment. 
George Barnwell Robertson still flourishes,and has recently built 
anew house from the proceeds of his TERRIBLE VENGEANCE, 
Titn ENp. 


—_—— 
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a) THE “£.0.8." PORTRAIT GALLERY. | A REMEDY. 
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ne No, 232.—Tnoe CuEVALIER SCOVEL, F.O.S. 
} “The gentleman, a faithful likeness of whom appears above, 
| has, during the cour.e of a brilliant career, received many 
honours. He has been the idol of the multitude, the favourite 4 Ae There was once an old man of Dundes 
of the Court, the profége of queens, the intimate friend of princes, First Brute. Take my advice, Tom, 211 put this bit of wool in your car. Who je stung on the nose by a bee;, 
ij dukes, lords, marquises, viscounts and barona,and the pet of the e f - iw > t swelled up such a size 
‘ fair sex generally: ut never, we feel assured, has he experi- Seon Brute. Woolin let i hat lone | That it closed both his eyes, 
| eneed such a thrill of pleasurable pride as must pass through | First Brute, Because my wife is just going to commence singing, my boy. | And his face was a sight for to see.’ 
| } him when he discovers that we have honoured him with a place _ ———_———————— Se are 
} in the famous * Portrait Gallery. We sincerely trust, however, 
, ' that the exalted distinetion conferred upon him will not have S ! G N Ss O F T H E T J M E Ss. 


the effect of making him look down upon other less fortunate 
colleagues who have net been similarly honoured, and that be 
{ | will etill retain that unassuming affatility whieh has endeared 
him to the hearts of all who have come inte contact with him, 

The Chevalier, as the most uninformed of our readers must be 

aware, isa famous warbler, who,after knocking ‘em in the various 

a capitalsof Europe, came over to England for the purpose of doing 
} so inthe Old Kent Read. But up to the present he has not yet | 
succeeded in penetrating the wilds of that aristocratic quarter | 
i 

| 

| 

| 


of the metropolis, and has contentel himself with appearing in 
opera and concert. Chiefly beeanse les a great and popular 
singer, he was created V.0.5.,and the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ 
presented to him August 22nd, 1591.""— Debrett Improved. 


(1) A. SLOPER, Esq., resolves to keep Christmas in good oll fashioned style, and 
lays in a stock of evergreeu.——(2). Mr. McGooseley proceeds to get into a sort of 
rough training for the coming festivities at his favourite pub,—-(3). Miss Flossie 


few of those very funny sketches of his for the annuals. —-(5). Young Crashingten 
Langs tits ou his patent“ dreadnought" skating-suit and goes out for a little practice 
on “rollers,” so as to be “in form" for the real thiug.—(6). And the Cliristunes 
bogie commences his usnal annual perambulations, much to the amusement of the 


| Kissmeyuick rehearses her new mistletoe giggle before the looking-giass, so as to be 
| realy for emergencies. (4). Wagly, the gay hearted comic artist, “dashes” off a | younger portion of the community, who take pleasure in guying the apparition. 


“WITH THIS RING.” 


MAGNETIC CHARMS. 


OANCING GIRLS. 


H WHAT DIO HE MEAN? 
Amateur Author. Say. Johnson, do mg calves look all right. 
Johnson, Well, can't quite say that, but you've certainly very 
little left, old man. 


“Really, my dear, I cannot sce why we should not 
come out as Little Magnets. It only requires plenty 
of assurance and an attractive appearance, both 
which we have, to effectually magnetize the whole 
community.” 


SE ep a a reed ee Re She Susie a aa ae eee 
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BG. 


ue offered her a ring, which she smilingly acceptel with profuse thanks 
for his generosity ; but, after all, it simply ended in smoke, 


———_——_—— 


Turddler used to be a first rate pianist, but he has fallen off in 


No. 23. 
his playing lately. The girl who loses her breath. 


